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Mischievous  Bee;: 
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I  I  •  *4 

&PWS'  s  Judgment. 


npo  k»ov^iich  the  jfin,arte*t  girl,  ihree 
B..  goddeses  one  day. 

Set  off  to  Paris,  thinking  that  would  be  the 

nearest  way  ;  •>**"  » 

They  all  oi  them  were  beautiful,-  as.  well  we  may 
Suppose,  *  v  %  ;  “  '  '  .’.I. 

And  very  ny**..  in  fasnion,  for  they  had  vciy  1 
littlec  lolhes.  j 

This  Paris  I  should  tell  you  was  na  city  by  the  j 
bye,  >  j 

No  oaore^h^  knew  fcf  fam’d  St.  Cloud,  than.®!  i 
the -isle  of  Sky  *  j 

A  Shepherd  with  his  hook  and  crook,  and 
book  he  lay  reclin’d, 

For  eVa^day  htevVhus  improv'd  bis  mutton 
and  his  mind, 

From  helmet  bonnet,  Pallas  cast  upon  him 
her  blue  eyes, 

And  ask’d,  which  is  the  prettiest  ?  say  me 
sir,  and  be  wise  ; 

Says  Juno,  I  can  wealth  bestow,  says  Venus 
•rJars;  / 

Give  ms  *  feclden  apple  Nell,  and  you  shall 

This  Nell,  ’tis  said,  tho’  she  was  wed,  was 
all  his  heart’s  desire. 

So  Venus  won.  and  t’other  ladies  set  the  town 
on  fit  e :  c 

Ye  men  then  spare  your^neighbout'a  wives, 
nor  ladies  be  so  bold, 

l  walk  about  so  thmly  clad,  for  fear  of  catch 
ing  cold* 


2.  Ben  Hatch&jtfr  . 

THE  sea  was  smooth*  th<t>ind*  were Ipw* 
Arid4#om!it3  source  the  village  rill. 
Retit ’d  with  moutnfaHap^c  and  ®lo»r, 

When  poor  Ben  Hatchway  'ncath  a  hill, 
Titus  mournful  sigh’d,  in  disticas; 

Alas!  my  wants*gtf  tknrtw^fded. 

For  ah  !  ik)  heart  wkh  mc<-k*fid>cs5, 

R cttfcvfc s  theuT ar  whttft  disregarded. 

When  doom’difay  unrelenting  late, 

Alas  !  I  left  my  native  laud, 

""^wtien  blooming  ^ar^ytlt  the  Strand] 
While  hov'ring  o\r  \b4  ites&li  t\A4f 
I  thought  lure  Use  then  rewaided, 
lit  kind  lot  tune's  mt  deny’tl, 
tty  faithful  heart  i i disregarded. 


Shipwreck’d,  of  all  F  had  bereft;  * 

j  £  My  life  escap'd  ajjyat'ry  grave: 

Return’d,  some  cordial  still  I'd  U  ft* 

But  found  i hat  feiendship  was  a  slave* 

To  avarice’s  git*«-dy  st^re, 

For  ah  !  my  wants  went  tfntewarded. 
And  those,  this  hand  relieved,  when  poor  | 
By  poverty’s  now  disregarded 
But  who  shall  still  the  taging  stot  m  ? 

That  spreads  ill.  tate,  alas!  on  me. 

When  l  unpitied  and  lorlorn. 

Shall  sink  beneath  lile’s  ruthles^  serfi^ 
Si've  happier  climbs,  whey.  troubles  ji'fr, 
-My  wants  willahen.  be  .sweet  r0sv.ifde.ri. 
When  black  ingratitude  no  more. 

Shall  crush  the  heart  now. disregarded. 


3.  Cupid  Wounded. 

LITTLE  Cupid  one  day,  o’er  a  myilje 
bough  stray'd 

And  among  the  sweet  blossoms  he  wantonly 

♦play'd, 

Plucking  many  a  thorn  from  the  leaves  of  the 
.  .  tree. 

He  felt  tfjarjiji fingers  were  stung  by  a  bee. 
Little  Cupid  he  whimper'd,  he  sob'd,  and  be 
sigh'd; 

Then  ran  to  his  mother,  and  pettishly  cry'd,. 

‘  Ah  l  Venus,  dear  mother!  I'm  wounded 
you  see,  * 

|  And!  ask  for  revenge  on  the  mischievous  bee.* 
.His  mother,  she  laughed  at  the  *toty  he  told. 
O’er  his  forehead  of  snow,  stroked  Ins  ringlets 
ol  gold  ; 

4  Now  when  you  wound  another,  myladf'* 
am  were  d  she, 

*  Etc  your  arrows  are  pointed— —you'll  think 
on  the  bee. 

A  lesson  of  love,  let  the  story  impart  ... 

€  Ere  the  beam  of  the  eye-light  the  (lame  of 
tlis  heart, 

Yc  fair  ones  remember,  while  yet  ye  at  free, 
j  Tha  Uhe  rose  holds  the  tho^n,  and  the  niy  ille 
j  the  bet*. 


w 


4.  A  Soldiers  Life.  \ 

HO’LC  serve  the  king?  ctiecUh 
Sesj^ant  aloud 
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fcoll  went  the  drum;  and  the  fife  played 
sweetly, 

4  Here,  Master  Serjeant/  said  I,  from  the 
,  croud, 

4  Is  a  lad,  Vho  will  answer  your  purpose 
completely 

My  father  was  a  corporal,  and  well  be  knew 
his  trade  ; 

C if  women,  wine,  and  gunpowder,  he  never 
was  afraid  : 

•He’d  much,  fight. ..Left, ...right, 

From,  flank. ..Cetvre,  rank, 

'Storm  rbe  trenched... Court  the  wenchc*, 

Loved  the  rattle... of  a  battle, 

Died  with  gloty  .  Lives  in  stony. 

And  like  him,  1  found  a  Soldier’s  Hfe  ; 

if  taken  smooth  and  rough, 

A  very  merty,  hey  down  deny,  sort  ol*  a  life 
enough; 

4  Hold  up  yonr  head,*  said  the  Serjeant  at 
drill, 

Roll  went  the  drum,  and  the  fife  played 
loudly. 

Turn  out  your  toes,  Sir,’  says  !,  Sir -I  will. 
For  a  nimble  wristed  round  rattan,  the  Ser¬ 
jeant  flourished  proudly. 

My  father  died  w  hen  corporal*  but  I  never 
ruin’d  my  back. 

Till  promoted  to  the  halbert,  I  was  Serjeant 
in  a  crack. 

In  sword  and  sash-— ctit  a  dash, 

Spurred  and  booted  ;  next  recrubed  ; 

Hob  and  Clod.  Awkward  squad. 

Then  began... my  rattan. 

When  boys  unwilling  ;  came  to  drilling : 

Till  made  the  Colonel’s  orderly  ; 
then  who  but  1  so  blulf. 

Led  a  very  merry,  hey  down  derry,  soit  of 
life  enough. 

4  Homeward,  my  lads,  cried  the  General,  .. 

HuZ.7-1  ! 

Rt»lh  went  the  dt  Uni,  and  the  fife  played  cheer  ly 
To  quick  time  we  footed,  and  sung  all  the 
wey. 

Hey  !  for  the  pretty  girls  we  love  so  dearly, 
ly  lather  passed  his  time.  I’m  told  in  bustle* 
jars  and  strife, 

And,  like  him,  being  fond  of  noise, 

I  mean  to  take  a  wile. 

Soon  as  Miss  blushes.,  blushes  Yes! 
Rings,  gloves,—— dears,  loves, 

B  rils  ringing— Comrades  suigiug ; 
Hfncy  moon  ■■  Firflshed  soon, 

Twining,  sighing, Children 


My  j 


Perhaps  a  wedded  Hfe  may  prove,  IftffkvJ 
smooth  and  rough,  ....  >  ,  »t 
A  vet y  merry,  hey  down  derry*  iort  pffife 
enough.  . 


T 


5.  Tell  her  Til  lovS  her . 

lELLhfrl  Jovcher  wtoileUkeWouji  *» 


rain, 


Or  while  there’s  water  in  the  pathless  tna»n^  4 
Tell  her  I'll  love  her  till  this  life  is  o’er,  j$. 
And  ihen  my  ghost  shall  vi?.it  the  ‘-weei,*horeT 
Tell  her  I  only  ask  she’ll  think  -op VH  i 
I’ll  love  her  while  there!*  Salt- within 
Tell  h«T  all  this,  tell  it,' tell  it  o’er.  ae#<o*er * 
I’ll  love  her  while  there's  salt  within 4hfp4**ii -If 
Tell  her  all  tls-is,  tell  it,  tell  ito’er  anjlo'er.  7 
The  anchor’s  weigh’d  or  I  would  tell  h®|  more. 

:  :  •  -hi  ■?  -  ▼•i'l 


6.  The  Meed  of  Beauty, 


*TpHE  blast  of  war  may  loudly  blow# 
*JjL  The  srain  ofiAoimatipp  ;  -  ' 

Yet  Valour,  what  inspires  thy  glow  ? 

...  %  L  I  *  •"  ■* 


Like  woman’s  approbation .1  ^  ' 
/oman  !  without  thy  ctozzhng  charm*# 


Woman  l  . . ,  - „  ,, 

The  World  were  wrap’d  in  shade S 
Cold  were  tfie  clarions  call  to  arms 
And  'aurel  wreaths  would  fade  ; 

The  lovely  sex,  with  magic  smile. 

Still  point  our  hepesr-aod  cares  beguile 
While  glory,  love  and  duty. 

Shall  warm,  alarm, 

Inspko,  andtfwe, 

Yo  gain  the  meed  of  beauty* 


7.  No  more  come  to 


A  H,  think  when  you  left. 

Of  all  pleasure  bereft* 

A  girl  wlu>  cofided  in  you1. 
How  kecr.  were  my  pain* 
They  have  broken  Love’s  chain 
Tkcr*  pr’y  thce,  r.o  more  come  to 
I  was  simple  .1  own, 

Aiid ‘should  belter  have  known, 


:  t 


t  J 


Tfhcn  to  trust  such  dorr* yers  as  you. 
He,  that  v; -on i ,  w he* 'fie 'may. 
t  When  he  will,  shall  hivo  nay, 

Toen  prayy  uu  r,o  more  come  to  woo* 


8.  The  Soldier  Boy. 

ykjF  E  kind  hearted  mortals,  my  Father 
A  '•;  behold. 

Who  baa  iost  all  youth’s  pleasure  e’re  yet  h£ 

>B«ds  .  _  -  .  •  . 

Axrfld  the  discord  of  War*  far  away  he  did 
v  rdam,  ■  '>  . 

Till  wdunded  abroad;  he  winds  m.usie  at  home 
To  each  tune,  this  sad  burthen  I  hcareveiv 
dayil>. 

Phy  a  soldier,  gentle  folks,  pray, 

Pity,  &c. 

Poor  Mother  !  no  soul  was  more  tender  tha«  j 
i  .{foe,, 

Died  ahd  left  none  alive  to  help  Fither, 
but  me  5 

And  d&lly  I  am  rated  and  fecoldbd  by  some  ; 
Who  think  that  like  dad,  I  might  follow  the 
drum  : 

Yet.  who  would  sing  for  him,  if  I  were 
iway  ? 

Pity  a  fcoldiet,  gentle  folks,  pray 

Pity,  &c. 


9.  M a  ry- le- More. 

AS  I  strayed  o’er  a  common  on  Cork’s 
rugged  border. 

While  the  dew-drops  of  morn  the  sweet 
primroses  arrayed : 

saw  a  poor  female,  whose  mental  disorder, 
flerquick  glancing  eye  and  her  wild  aspect 
betrayed ; 

the  sward  she  reclined,  by  green  fern  sur¬ 
rounded, 

her  feet  speckled  daisies  and  crow  flowers 
abounded, 

i  c  the  inmost  recess  her  poor  heart  had  been 
Wounded  j 


Her  sighs,  were  unceasing  -  twas  Mai^-ic 
More,  r  ' 

Her  charms  by  the  keen  blast  of  sorrow*  we  it 
fad  d. 

Yet  the  soft  tint  of  beauty  still  played  on 
her  'check  ;  v  '  •  /  * 

Her  tresses  a  wreath  of  pale  primroses  bradetL 
And  strings  of  treth  daises  hung  loose  bri 
h  er  neek. 

While  in  pity  1  gazed. .. She  ciclaimcd  :  *  Oil ! 
my  Mother ! 

*  See  thfe  blood  on  that  lash  tis  the  blood  of 

my  brother ;  " 

4  They  have  torn  his  poor  flesh. ..and  they  lib^r 
strip  another  ! 

*  Tis  Conner,  tile  friend  of  poor  MaVy-Ie- 

More.  ! 

*  Though  his  loeks  are  as  white,  as  the  foarit 

of  the  ocean, 

*  Those  soldiers  shall  find  that  my  father  is 

brave  : 

My  Father!*  she  cried,  with  the  wildest 
emotion;  ,  ,  * 

*  Ah’  no  ..my  poor  father  now  sleepFin  Jiis 

grave ;  :  -  / 

c  They  have  tolled  his  death  bell,  they  have 
laid  the  turf  o’er  him, 

*  His  white  locks  were  bloody,  no  aid  could 

restore  him, - 

•He  is  gorte  !..he  is  gone!  and  the  good  will 
deplore  him, 

*  When  the  blue  wave  of  Erin  hies  Mary-Ie 

More  !* 

A  lark  from  the  gold-blossomed  furke  that 
grew  near  her. 

Now  rose,  dnd  With  energy  catrol’d  his 
lay* 

•Kush,  hush  1  ’  she  continued,  the  trumpets 
sound  clearer, 

The  horsemen  approach.  Erin’s  daughters 


away 


Ah,  soldiers...  Mwas  foul,  while  the  cotta  g 
was  burning. 

And  o’er  her  pale  father*  a  w  retch  had  be 
mourning ; 

Go  hide  with  the  sea-mew,  ye  maids  aud  take 
warning, 

These  ruffians  have  ruined  poor  Mary-le- 
Motc. 

Thus  raved  the  poor  maniac,  in  tones  more 
heartrending. 

Than  sanity's  voice  ever  poured  cji  m 
can 


!■ 


When  lo  !  on  .the  faster  and  they  march  to¬ 
wards  her  bending, 

A  fierce  treiip  of  cavalry  chanced  lo  af)- 
pear  }  ■  ;'*V  '■  ; 

•  Oh  the  fiend*?  #He  e* claimed ,  and  wild  her* 
ror  started : 

Then  through  the  firti  fern,  loudly  scream 
irtgVh*  dinted. 

With  bosom  o’er  charged,  then  1  slowly  de¬ 
parted, 

Arid  si £hed4dr  the  Wrongs  of  poot  Mary^lc* 
More. 


5  That  grog  t  love,  you  know  I  boast 
i  Atid  wai*^  #vc*y  heart  to  least*/ 

That  leads  Britannia’s  crew  to  victory  : 

Make  t be  sea  grog  their  health*  to  quaff; 
Before  that  I  a  u!ri  drink  them  half.  ‘ 
t  am  certain  that  the  Ocean  would  be  dry. 

So  berk-goes,  •  that  the  world  appals  — 
Old  England  and  her  wooden  walls* 

Yeo,  vco,  yto, 

Drink,  drink,  and  kiss  the  lasses* 


10.  Vm  a  JvN't/  Roving  Tar. 

I’H*  roving  Tar, 

5  v  reading  mrlthei  wound  or  ica r,  > 
And  many  tarnish  breezes  have  1  have  seen ; 
When  the  grog  it  giveri  out,  {,  J 
At  a  battle,  or  boozipg  bout ;  i 

,  T^m  never  was  the  lubber  to  give  ijif; 

0n  shore,  *  my  heart’s  ’  on  board  a  ship, 
Gcod  humour  with  rue  keeps  a  trip  j 
«Tis  yeo,  yeo,  yeo ; 

Drink,  drink,  and  kiss  the  lasses, 

Drink  away,  that’s  your  play  ! 
Falderal,  laf,  Ia!>  tol  de  ral,  lal,  lal  l&l, 
Yeo*  yeo,  yeo  I 
Fitted  out  a  cruizer  tight. 

In  a  breefce  I  take  delight*,,  v)  . 

And  fighting  is  fair  weather  I  allow  ; 

Just  like  new  ones  at  a  play. 

We  tars  have  such  a  taking  way* 

-  Yb  always  take  the  enemy  in  tow  ; 
fearing  neither  fin  or  wing. 

At  our  gurfi  we  gaily  sing, 

Yeo,  yeo,  yeo| 

.Drink,  drink,  andkiss  the  tasses,  fee. 
Ah*t  we  built  the  main  to  rule, 
r  In  warm  fcirthr  we  take  it  cool, 

Swiming  easy,  rough  and  smooth,  stoim  or 
calm  ■: 

W iA  our  rhrnA  freelv  part, 

Help  a  messmate  hand  and  heart, 
fch  friendship  nought  can  cool  us,  we’re  so 
warm. 

On  shore  our  jolly  cargo’s  glee,  ^ 

And  iiv  the  rough  of  Neptune’s  sea, 

‘T’f as  yeo,  ye#.  yeo, 

P?ink,  Diink,:ind  ki$s  die  lasses  fttv 


If.  Sprig  of  Skillelrtk. 

■  :  ’  *; '  • 

m  \  Love  is  the  soul  of  a  nate Irish  nr  in, 
VJr  fie  k>ves  all  that  ja  lovely,  loves  all 
that  lie  can.  ; 

With  his  sprig  of  Shiilelah  and  Shainroch  so 
.  gi/?en. 

His  heirt  is  #good  humour'd*  *tis  honest  and 
sound,  ^  , 

No  malice  or  hatred  is  there  to  be  found ; 

He  cotirtS>nd  he  marries,  he  drinks*  and  he 
fig  fits 

For  love,  all  for  love,  for  in  that  he  delights 
With  he  sprig  of  shillelah  and  shamrock 
green 

Who  has  e’er  had  iHedilck  to  see  Donnybrook 
fair;  1 

An  Irishman  all  in  his  glory  is  there. 

With  his  sprig  of  shilfelhdi,  and  shamrock  td 
green. 

His  cloth  spic  and  span  new,  without  ever 
%  speck 

\  nate  Barcelona,  ty’d  round  Ids  nate  neck. 

He  goes  to  a  tent,  artd  spends  his  half* 
j  crown,  '  «-  .V  •  '  • 

lie  meets  with  a  friend,  and  love  koocks  hini 
down,  4  ' 

With  his  sprig  of  sliilleVlah  and  shamrock  seft 
green. 

At  evening  retuniing  homeward  hegoes; 
His  heart  soft  with  whiskey.. .his  head  soif 
with  blow*. 

Front  a  1  prig  ol  shi Bella h  and  Shamrock  ta 

green.  : 

He  meets  vridr  his  SHelagb  who  blushing  a-* 

\  smile - —  v 

ICtie3...Gat.a-g0he- Pat/  g't  coimflu  alithe 


t*o  the  Priest  soon  they  go:  and  nine  months 
afte^that,  *  t 

A  fine  bady  cries  .•♦'How  do  you  do  father 
Pat  ?>  \  ^ 

Wivti  your  sprig  of  Shillelah  and  shamrock  to 
gi^cn:  oi  ■ 

Bless  the  country,  says  I  that  gave  Patrick 
-his  birth, 

Bk*ss  tiie  land  of -the  oak,  and  itir  neighbouring 

s*  Vartih  ;  > 

Where  g#iWs  the  shillcUh  and  shamrock  so 
green. 

May  the  sous  of  the  ^hame^tbe  Tweed  and 
the  Shannon, 

Drub  the  French  who  dare  plant  at  our  confine 
stfcOjirtQii ;  > ,  ...  ♦  * 

United  and  happy  at  ioyhhys  shrink,’ 

May  the  rose,  and  the  thistle,  long  flourish 
and  twine,-  *  «  ,  I  f  \ 

Round  the  sprig  of  shiilelah  arid  shaoirbek^so" 
green*  ,v  I 


12.  rm  called  Honest  Ben. 

Tr5®  caHcd  Honest  Ben,  but  for  what,  J.  dont* 
JL  know,  "  \ 

I  only  d’yfe  see  do  my  duty  ? 
sTis  every  ones  place  for  to  lighten  tire  woe/ 
That  presses  dpwn  virtue  and  beauty,: 

Why  gold  was  /first  made,  i  can1!  tefi  to  be 
stire. 

To  learning  not  being  addicted; 

Unless  it  was  meant  lor  to  cherish  the  pobr. 
An*! ..comfort  and  aid  the  atflicted.  * 

Once  honest  Bill  Bpbstay,  a  true  heat  ted  lad, ' 
Became  tor  a  land-lubber  ball ; 

Who  soon  got  front  Bill  all  the  money  he  har% 
And  then  coop’d  him  up  in  a  jail; 

My  pockets  with  priae  money  then  were  yf  /J 
lined. 

So  BilH  restored  to  his  friends, 

Th*nr  tri»*  port  made  biip  nearly  but  of  mind, 
And  me  for  the  aqt  lull  amends. 

2>i  ihat^aljam' tight  t’other  day  otT  the  Nile, 

My  niestmate,  Sam  Sttyw  chanced  to  die  5 
T4ie. battle  once  o’er,  though  l  cheered  with  a 
smile, 

Atcar  for  poor  Sam  din/d  my  cyci 


Thinks  I  there’s  1  ©ugh  news  for  his  prattle!  I 
’and  Kate,  -  .  •  ^  k  - 

They’ll  scarcety  survive  the  sad  s|iock^ 

So  |  save  my  jliino  to  soften  their  fate. 

And  steer  them  from  poverty’s  rock. 

If  safely  through  life’s  troubled  sea  you  would 
steer. 

And  make  the  right  haven  at  last ; 

Still  kindly  all  messmates  distress’d  {strive  ‘to 
/  “cheer. 

And  shield  them  from  poverty’s  blags : 

For  my  pjj-t  I  k  now  tars  m  ust  flghiaxui  jinust 
fall!  i  "f 

And  leave  their  poor  widow’s  heart  sad, 

J  Lord  uve  them,  I  wish  1  could, marry  Shear  aH 
And  ire  to. each  orphan  a-dad. 


13.  The  Contented,  &fy€jphefj[d. 

"  ’  •  *  *  f\  .  rt  Z  it 

BY  the  side  of  a  mountain,  o’er-sbadow’d 

vWith  trees. 

With  thick  clusters  of  wine  intermingled 
and  wove,  > 

!  behold  my  thatch’d  cottage,  dear  mansion  of 
ease, 

The  seat  of  contentment,  of  friendship  anil 
love,  -  ‘  ..  .  ,  • 

Each  morn  when  I  open  the  latch  of  thy  deOr, 
My  heart  throbs  with  /apt ure  to  hear  the 
birds  sing ;  •-? 

And  at  night  when  the  dance  in  the  village  rs 
y  o’er,  "  •  4  ■  \  r  1  ,  v 

On  ray  pdlow  i  strew  the  fresh  roses  of 
spring, 

When  l  hide  in  the  forest  from  noons  scorch- 
ing  ray  ; 

While  the  torrents  deep  murmers  re-echoing 
sound, 

When  the  herds  quit  their  pasture  to  qtuiff  the 
clear  stream ;  .  \ 

And  the  Bocks  in  the  vale  lie  extended 
around.  ^v.  (free, 

I  muse,  but  my  thoughts  are  contented  and 
I  tegra  not  the  splendour  of  ricbes  and 
pride  ; 

The  delights  of  retirement  are  dearer  to  me. 
Than  the  proudest  appendage  to  greatness 

allay’d^/  '  .  #  - 

J  S l !•» sr_  .irtri  ■mv/.unnor  Jar  i!»«  ..t 


My  checks  glo^  with  health,  like  the  wild 
rose  in  June  ; 

I  dance,  yet  forget  not,  though  bliihsome  and 

.  '  *  y.  *i*ii i  "l  s 

That  I  measure  the  fcoUtcpSUhat  lead  tb  the 
tomb.  •"  ^  :  •  >  •  m- 

fomented  to  five  ;*.^yet  not  fearful  tb  die, 
VViih  conscience  unspotted,  I  £ase  -through 
life's  scene;  > 

On  the  wings  of  delight  every  moment  shall 

fly,  '  ■  *  ,c- 

And  the  end  of  risy  days  be  fesifugd  and 
seiene  "  t  > 


Tender  rcmempTanee  all  his  ca'jy^ 

H  i s  on r s  ai;e  sp  cMf jiJy  £n#oy,,rd,  r 

TJhe  boatswain'*  whistle  cleave?  ^l»e  air; 

1  Tis  duty  caUc,  hi*  neryos  are  braced,* 

He  relies  to  th,e  Clouded  shprCy 
Leaving  the  Sxtp)ir\g  in  hr*  haste  * 

That  bids,h;iiri  love  lor  evermore! 

The  magicJjraucJj  fhws  unreclaimed. 

Fad*  9#  }^i  ivo. comfort  near, 

tliouglvtVess  basic  he  loudly  blamed, 
vViih  many  a  sigh  #nd  m;*ny  a  tear.:: 
Yet  wjvy  art  ihjs  unmanly  part* 

The  words  the  precious  relic  bore,,  , 

Are  they  ppt  marked  upon  my  heart  * 
i JLioye  n\e,  ah  !,-  k>ye  mij  evermore  l 
Reaped  from  tr^eh^ous  Waves  and  winds* 

~  t _ i  r_t.  *i  - '  -L 


E*t  either  eye  *  lingering  tear, 

HklavcAhddWiy.  well  ta  prove, 
a£k^eft  his  w  ile  and  children  dear. 
Impelled  ffcy  honour  and  by  love  *  * 
And  as  lie  loiter'd. «wrap*i  in  care, 
A  sapling  in  his  hand  he  buie,  f  .- 
Cur<py*ty  da#ved  in  lexers  fair ; 

•  Iw^ifhfc,  ah,  kive  me  ever  morel. 

**  At  leisure  to  behold  his  worm,  , 
TTdk^tei  M  rings,  and  broken 


16*  Poor  Bert* 

REE  Sappy  years -had  Ben  tbfe  saiTort^ 
Called  his  lovely  Nancy ,  wife,' 


4*  he  vi?  line,  and  she  no  raiter* 

Both  craped  the  sqiiAfUtoT  siHie  j 
J^it  horn  ajtrir**,  In  twists  returning, 

*V«i  to  love  in  tr^spottt  flew, 

But  every  J  »y  Was  Changed  to  mourning, 

»-  When  tie  sighed  the  word,  *>  Adieu  f 
j  1  hearts  imrUuhcd  as  the  , 

for  pledget  lc1t  hjehiiKlr  r  '*/  • ' 
i h  tat!  in  sight  gives  ncW  emotion, 
Oiary^ftrtfe'trtertiiiHl  ; 

;  tic*  m&i  of  WW,  the  ioe  engages, 
Cahimntdet  Ih^ade  the  sky  ; 

Now.  now  the  heat  of  battle  rages, 
park!  the  shomt  of  victory  5 
SwiH  with  the  news  to  Rngiand  sailing. 
Union’*  genru^jtrined  the  strain  ; 

Bui  struct  the  hbtefc  ofviec^  bewailing, 
Songs  of  pity  tor  the  slain  i:  ^ 

Poor  Nancy  With  her  fniahw  screaming, 
Wandered  *»ii  the  rbcfcy  Shore ;  > 

Bbe  ask’d 'of  all  tf  he  weirdcoming  ? 

But  her  Bell  vfc'as  now  «o  more. 

Convulsive  lobs  each  word  suppressing, 
EfiM  her  In  a  wild  despair  ! 

A  form  16  piteous  and  distressing. 

Craved  a  Briton's  fost*r  ing  care ; 

For  Charity  irom  heaven  descended, 

Ltyig  hif  dw6ir  in  Athlon*#*  »ste. 

The  sat  JW  smooth"*!,  the  oppremd  befriend'd. 
.  Ah«V  Want  i*  given  in  lairplenty'*  smite. 


Corsair. 

r  1  .  i*>t  * 

r*  g*y  lb*t  fad  ih*rftr« 


'jL  ‘  O  hear  me  on  your  tmuUnwin^r 
-*  Ealr^faK  .tiway  Irom  f Ujs f 
Who  fret*  me  into  fiddle  sltifigi. 

Into id * . sctMtec, forced  pao,r  wight ! 

The  thought  on*4  makes  me  crUfty ;  . 

My  reputation,  ne’er  too  bright,  ■ 

1$  now  completely  rusty, 

O,  Saoral,  looral,  &  c. 
Ye  dolphins. gay,  that  *pn«*  at  sea, 

Oy  to  this  island  swiftly  glide. 

And  kindly  Veud  your  backs  to  me. 

And  there  a  cockhorse  let  me  ride  j 
Then  with  mtf frotn  thtt  island  sweep. 
Propitious  to  my  withes  ; 

Or  m  the «ean  (  must  lean^  0?  toofal,  A 
And  then  I’m  foctfid^tfebeSi 
But  zephyrs  ate  not  boys  with  wings 
(  That  fly  abtHU,  as  poets  say  *v  v  t 
Nor  dolphins  such  quest  humpback  tb£$ 
As  painters  on  their  signs  display  ?  f;  / 
And  jtifbpmg  in  the  sea’a^a  card  '  »  r  , 
To  play,  I've  no  great  ardour ;  /. 

For  tho*  the  land  sharks  here  bite  hard. 
T-.fe  Waiter  sharks  bile  harder,  O  Utard,;  i 


AConucaUass  I  went  to  W6o. 

S  hr  had  agouti  face^nd  a  good  fiat  tune  tool 
She*  had  but  onecye.  one  atiu,  add  .one  leg, 

But  a  monst'rbus' hand  some  wooden  peg  1  % 

f  Spoken.  Bdt  the  leg  and  the  arjn  we^twoitt 
one  in  my  fayor,  and  the  eye,  ydiiknow,  e«ij| 
aided  me  to  gel  ol  theblittd  side  of  her....  3 

Falr  5cci  1 

She'done  gojdcn  ghinea.ene  stiver  croWn,  | 

One'  hat,  one  cap,  one  cloak,  one  gown,  jJ 
One  tab|e,  owe  chair,  of»e  t hie p legged  stool,  J 
flit ve  haspb Xhr  bidding  godib’r^fbol  l  | 

^Sp^skbn.  And  I'm  moi^^i^sfoud^fshit  ;  ii 
the  pleasantest  kind  of  fo*J  dWe  oig  f  < 

had  a  large  bason  full  smut,  iWouUf*..^ 

'  '  -  • '  1  ;  ,iv. 

One  km ife  She  bad  without  a  spout,  * 

On#  Aauofcfaut  with  one  bottom  pm,  ! 

One  kaifov  fork,  speon,  aoe  diiki  oneplase* 
One  radio  wUh  wtuch  she  broke  «ujr>Kc  f 
(Sp  iked.  She  wt<U*t  ccnldM  Wkh  maktng  gf 
«mp«  vesiew  upon  my  beati,  bof  afct  qsust  nsak 
one  oe^iy  tod  to  j  and  sh«44 


17.  "The  Rose  and  Thorn . 

B Right  SoV  schrce^focWroed  a  new  day. 
When  Edwin  tb  himself  did  propose  ; 
In  the  garden  at^ innocent  play. 

To  pluck  from  yc4>  bush  a  m^ss  rose. 

Ah  l  twjjrs  he,  ‘What  do  I  «e<-? 

4  Your  beauty  i  $Ont>  will  disclose, 

‘  Thai  hang*  on  that  Soft  mossy  tree, 

«  Tis  a  syeet^tccntcd"palebluthtng  ro«e/ 
With  slow  tnoiiouTic  tr*»d  o'er  the  fawn, 

T«»  his  ftet  *ortiy  ycildcd  the  tr^l4i 
On  ids  band  was  stung  with  ^torn, 

Thai  laid  bidden  &  tHe  soft  me  t. 
O,  Mmhc:  !  iic  (tied,  with  it 

Byihat  naughty  mos?  rbsel  *«n  rung ; 
Ho  dcf  eic^ulfy  threw  nut  hi*  dart. 

And  w  unnded  my  pot/riut^  tf.omb. 
ToTtef  •bo'tmi  s’m<  Gasped  the  lend  b^be, 

Aiy  4«s*r snivels*  If  sepm , 
B^cb  ihings  mutt  try  io  evaic, 


’ffbrp#u*il  find  that  tbtvugh  fiiej  here's  a  fhorn 


